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FOLK LORE: FOLK TALES (Negro).

"Marse Glenn had 64 slaves. On Sat'day night, de darkiesg

would have a little fun on de side. A way off from de big house,

down in de pastur' dar wuz about de bigges' gull},what I is ebber
seed. Dat wuz de place whar us collected mos' ev'ry Sa'day night fer@
our 1il' mite o' fun frum de white folks hearin', Sometime ht wuz |

so dark dat you could not see de fingers on yo' han' when you would
raise it fo' your face. Dem wuz sho' scheech) nlghms, de . sbhreech-“‘g

iest what I is ever witnessed. in all o' my born natutal days. Den

of cose, dar wuz de moon-light nights when a darky could see; den

et

he see too much. De pastur!' wuz big and de trees made dark spots in

§

it on de brightest nights. All kind'o"varmints tuck and hollered
at ye as ye being gwine along to réaéh dat gully. Cose ué would go
in droves someﬁime, and den us would go alone to de gully sometiﬁ;.
When us started together, look like us would git parted"fo we
reach de gully all together. One of us see som'tin and take to run-
nin'. Maybe de other darkies in de drove, de wouldN't see nothin!

s s

jas den., Dats zactly how it is wid de spirits. De mout (might) sho
d;jéelf to you and not to me. De acts raal queer all Ae way round.
Dey can take & notion to scare de daylights outtin you when you is
wid a gang; or dey kin scare de whoigwgang; den, on de other hand,
dey kin sho de'self off to Jes two or three. It ain't never no
knowin' as to how and when dem things is gwine to come in youtr
path right fo jeur very eyés; épecially’when you’ia partakin' in
some raal dark secret uaar yeu is planned to act raal sof' and

,-quiet like all ae way threugh.
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"Dem things bees light on dark nights; de shines de'-
self jes like dese 'lectric lights does out dar in dat street
ever' night, 'cept dey is a scaird waary light dat dey shines wid,
On light nights, I is seced dem léék, furs dark like a tree shad'ler;
den dey gits raal scairy white. T'aint no use fer white folks to
low dat it ain't no haints, an' grievements dat follows ye all
around, kaise I is done had to many 'spriences wid dem. Den dare is
dese young niggers what ain't fit to be called darkies, dat tries to
ac' eddicated, and says dat At ain't KAy spe'rits dat walks de
earth. When dey lows dat to me, I folls my old eyes at dem an'
axes dem how comes dey runs so fas' through de woods at night. Yes
sirree, dem fool niggers sees dem Jes as I does. Raaly de white
folks doesn't have eyes fer sech as we darkies does; bpt dey bees
dare jes de same.

" Never mindin' all o' dat, we n'used to steal our hog
ev'er sa'day night and take off to de gully whar us'd git him
dressed and_barbecued. Niggers has de mos'es fun at a barbecue dat
dare is to be had. As none o' our gang didn't have no 'ligion, us
never felt no scruples bout no$ gettin de ‘cue' ready fo' Sunday.
Us'd git back to de big house along in de evenin' o' Sunday. Den
Marse, he come out in de yard an' low whar wuz you niggers dis
mornin'. How come de chilluns had to do de work round here. Us
would tell some lie bout gwine to a church 'siety meetin'. But we
got raal scairt and mose 'cided dat de best plan wux to do away wid
de barbecue in de holler., fonjin *Doec.' say dat he done put a spell
on ole Marse so dat he wuz 'blevin ev'y think dat us tole him bout
Satday nisht'and Sunday morning. Dat give our minds 'lief; but it

o X
turned out dat in a few weeks de Marse come out from under de spell,
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Doc never even knowed nothin' bout it. iarse had done got to

countin' his hogs ever' week, When he cotch us, us wuz all punished i

wid a hard long task. Dat cured me o' believing in‘any conjuring

an' charmin' but I still knot's dat dare is haints; kalse ever time

you goes to dat gully at night, up to dis very day, you ken hear
hogs still gruntin' in it, but pou can't see nothing.
"After Marse Glenn tuck and died, all o' de white folks

went off and lef' de plantation. Some mo! folks‘pat wuz not o!

quality, come to live dare an' run de plantation. It wuz done free-
dom den. Wo'nt long fo dem fokks pull up and lef' raal onexpected
like. I doemn't recollect what dey went by , fat is done slipped

my mind; but I must 'am knowed. But dey lowed dat de house wuz to

draffy and dat dey couldn't keep de smoke in de chimney an' dat

-de doo's would not stay shet. Also dey lowed dat folks prowled

aroun' in de yard in de night time a keepin' dem awake.
"Den Marse Gleen's boys put Mammy in de house to keep it i
fertem. But Lawd God! Mammy said dat de furs night she stayed dare
de haints nebber let her git not narr'y mite o! sleep, Us all had i
lowed dat wuz de raal reason dem white folks lef out so fas'. When
Mammy could not live in dat big house whar she had stayed fer years,g
it won't no use fer nobody else to try. Mammy low dat it de Marse |
a lookin' fer his money what he done tuck and burriéd and“de boys
couldnt't find no sign o' it. Atier dat, de sons tuck an' tacked a
sign on de front gate, offering $200.00 to de man, white or black,
dat would stay dar and fin' out ﬁhar dat money wuz bur‘'ried, Qur
preacher, the Rev. Wallace, lowed dat he would stay dat and find
out whar dat money wuz from de spirits. He knowed dat dey wuz tryin

A
to sho de spot what dat money wuz.
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"He went to bed. A dog Began running down dem steps;
and a black cat run across de room dat turned to white befo' it
run into de wall. Den a pair of white horses come dowﬁ de stair-
way a rattling chains fer harness. Next a woman dressed in white «.
come in dat room. Brother Wallace up and 11t out dat house and he
never went back no mo'.

" Another preacher tried stayin' dar. He said he gwine
to keep his head kivered plum up. Some'tin unkivéred Nit and.he
deed a white goat a grinnin' at him. But as he wuz a brave man
and trus' de Lawd, he lowed, 'What you want wid me nohow?' The
goat sald, 'what is you doin' here. Raise, I knows dat you ain't
sleep.' De preacher say, 'I wants you to tell me what ole lMarse
don tuck and hid dat money?' De goat zrin and low, 'Kow come you
don' look under your pillar, sometime?' Den he run away. De preach-
er hopped up and looked under de pillar, and dar wuz de money sho
nuf. Peers like it wuz de one on de lef' end o' de back porch,

but I Jes remembers bout dat "

SOURCE: Mrs. M.E. Abrams, Whitmiee, S.C.; told her by old "uncle"
"Mad" Griffin, Whitmdre, (Col. 82 yrs.) Interviewer:
Caldwell Sims, Union, S.C. 2/25/87.
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REFLECTIONS OF EZRA ADAMS

EX-SLAVE 83 YEARS OLD

Ezre Adams is incapable of self-support, owing to ill healthe He is
very well taken care of by a niece, who lives on the Caughman land just off

| Se Ce #6, and near Swansea, Se C.

"My mammy and pappy b'long to Marster Lawrence Adams, who had a big
plentation in de eastern part of Lancaster County. He died four years after

de Civil War and is buried right dere on de old plantation, in de Adams family

burying groundse I was de oldest of de five chillun in our familye I 'members

I was a right smart size pluw:boy, when freedom comee I think I mst of been |
‘bout ten or eleven years old, then. Dere's one thing I does know; de Yankees
didn't tech our plan'batipn, when thej come through South Carolinae. Up in de
northern part of de county they sho! did destroy most all what folks hade

"You ain't gwine to believe dat de slaves on our plantation didn't stop

workin' for old marster, even whep they was told dat they was free. Us didn't
want no more freedom than us was gittin' on our plantation already. Us kmowed
too weli dat us was well took care of, wid a plenty of vittles to eat and tight
log and board houses to live ins De slaves, where I lived, knowed after de war
dat they had abundance of dat somethin' called freedom, what they could not eat,
wear, and sleep in. Yes, sir, they soon found out dat freedom ain't nothin',
'"less you is got somethin' to live om and a place to call homes Dis livin' on
liberty is lak young folks livin' on love after they gits mrfied. It just don't
work. No, sir, it las' so long and not a bit longers Don't tell mel It sho'
don't hold good when you has to.work, .or when you gits hongry. You hmwa dat
poor white folks and nizgers has got to work to live, regardless of liberty, love,




and all them thingse I believes 8 person loves more better, when they feels
goode | I kmows from experienc;e det poor folks feels better when they has food
in deir frame and a few dimes to Jingle in deir pockets. I knows what it means
to be a nigger, wid nothin'e Many times I had to turn every wey I kmowed to git
a bite to eate I didn't care much "bout. clothes. What I needed in sich times
was food to keep my blood warm and gwine 'long.

"Boss, I don't want to think, end I knows I ain't gwine-to say, a word,
not a word, of evil against deir dust lyin' over yonder in deir graves. I was
old enough to know what de passin' ‘way of old marster vand missus meaut to me. De
very stream of lifeblood in me wa.g dryin' up, it 'peared lak. When marster died,
dat was my fust real sorrowe Three years later, missus passed 'way, dat was de time
of my second sorrows Then, I 'minded myself of a little tree out dere in de woods
in November. Wid every sharp and cold wind of trouble dat blowed, ;xaore leaves of
dat tree turnt loose and went to de ground, just lak they was tryin' to follow her.
It seem lak, when she was gone, I was just lak dat tree wid all de leaves gone, »
neked and friendless. It took me & long time to git over all dat; same way wid

de little tree, it had to pass through winter and wait on spring to see life again.

"I has fermed'most all my life and, if I was not so old, I would be doin'
dat same thing nowe If a poor man wants to enjoy a little freedom, let him go on
de farm and ®ork for hisself. It is sho' worth somethin' to be boss, and, on de

farm yau cen be boss all you want to, 'less de man 'low his wife to hold dat 'pott-

‘ant poste A mon wid a good wife, one dat pulls wid him, cen see and feel some

pleasure and emperience some independences But, bless your soul, if he gits a
woman what wents to be both husband and wife, fare-you-well end goodbye, too, to
all love, pleasure, and independence; 'cause you sho' is gwine to ketch hall here

and‘hn mild climate whenever you goes 'waye A bad man is worse, but a bad woman




!
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|

is almost terrible.

"White man, ddre is too m.ny peoples in dese big towns and citiese Dere
is more of them than dere is jobs to make a livin' wid. When so:ﬁe of them find
out dat they can't make a livin', they turms to mschief. de easy way they thinks,
takin' widout pay or work, dat which b'longs to other peoplee If I understands
right, de fust sin dat was committed in de world was de takin' of somethin' dat
didn't b'long to de ome what took ite De gentleman whet done dis was dat man
Adem, back yonder in de gardemns If what Adam done back yonder Wt;uld happen now,
he would be guilty of crime. Dat's how 'ciety neames sin. Well, what I got to
say is dis: If de courts, now, would give out justice and punishment as quick
as dat what de Good Master give to Adam, dere would be less crime in de land I
believese But I ‘*spose de courts would be better if they had de same jurisdiction
as de Master hase Yos, sir, they would be gwine some then.

"I tells you, dis gittin' what don't b'long to you is de main cause of dese
wars and troubles 'bout over dis world nowe I hears de white folks say dat them

- Japanese is doin' dis very thing today in fightin' them Chinamens. Japan say dat
China has dome a terrible crime against them and de rest of de world, when it ain't
nothin' but dat they wants somethin' what don't belong to them, and dat somethin'
is to git more country. I may be wrong, enyhow, dat is what I has heard.

‘"What does I think de colored people meed most? If you pledsé sir, I want
to say dise I ain't got much learnin', 'cause dere was no schools hardly 'round
where I was brung up, but I thinks dat good teachers and:work is what de colored
race needs worser than anything elsee If they has learnin', they will be more |

. asheme to commit §rime. most of them will be; and, if they has work %o do, they
ain'—t:mto have time to do so mach wronge Course dere is gwine t'o}‘b'e‘ blwi
sheeps  in most flocks, and 1t is gwine to take patience to git them out, but they

ui will come out, just as sho' as you is borne

rererme et e
'




"Is de colored people superstitious? i.isten at date You makes me laugh.
All dat foolishmess fust started wid de Black mane De reason they is supersti-
tious comes from nothin' but stompedown ignorances. De white chillun has been
nursed by colored women and they has told them stories 'bout hants and sich lak.
So de white chillun has growed up believin' some of dat stuff 'til they natchally
pass it on from generation to generation. Here we is, both white and colored,

still believin' some of them lies started back when de whites fust come to have

de tlecks 'round theme

If you wants to know what I thinks is de best vittles, I's gwine to be

obliged to omit (edmit) det it is cabbage sprouts in de spring, and it is collard
greens aﬁ:ér frost has struck theme After de best vittles, dere come some more-
what is mighty tasty, and they is hoghead and chittlings wid 'tatoes and turnips.
Did you see dat? Here I is talkin' 'bout de joys of de appetite and water drap-
ping from my mouthe I sho' must be gittin' hongrys. I lak tc eate I has been

a good eater all my life, but now I is gittin' so old dat 'sordin' to de scrip=-
tures, 'De grinders cease 'causé they are few', and too, 'Those dat look out de
windows be durkemed's My old eyes end teeth is 'bout gone, and if they does go
soon, they ain't gwine to beat dis old frame long, 'cause I is gwine to soon
follow, I feelss I hope when I does go, I can be able to say what dat great Gen-
eral Stonewall Jackson say when he got kilt in de Civil War, 'I is gwine to oross

de river and rest under de shade of de trees'."

m . : 2 4 /N
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EX-SLAVE STORIES

"Aunt" Mary Adams was swinging easily baek and forth
in the poréh sawing as the writer stopped to speak to her. When
questioned, she replied that she and her mother were ex-slaves
and had belonged to Dr. C. E. Fleming. She was born in Colum-
bia, but they were moved to Glenn Springs where her mother
cooked for Dr. Fleming. | - |

She rememoers going with a white woman whose husband
was in jail, to carry him aomethiné to eat. She said that Mr,.
Jim Milster was in that Jjail, but he lived to get out, and la-
ter kept a tin shop in Spartanburg. |

"Yes sir, Dr. Fleming always kept enough for us Rig-
gers to eat during the war. He was good to us. You know he
married Miss Dean. Do you know Mrs. Lyles, lirs. Simpson, Mr.
Ed Fleming? Well, dey are my chilluns.

"Some man here toldime one day that I was ninety
years old, but I do not believe I am quite that old, I don't
know how old I am, but I was walking during slavery times.,

I can't work now, for my feet hurt me and my fingers ain't
_straight."

‘She aéid all of her children were dead but two, that
she knaw of; She said that she had a room in that house and
whiteb people gave her different things. As the writer told
her good-bye, she said, "Good-bye, and may the Lord bless you".

SOURGE: mAunt" Mary Adams, 363 S. Liberty Street, Spartanburg, S.C.
Interviewer. F. S. DuPre, Spartanburg, S. Ce
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"You ask me to tell you something 'bout myself and de slaves
in slavery times? Well Missy, I was borned a slave, nigh on to ninety
years ago, right down here at Cedar Creek, in Fairfield Countye

"My massa's name was Samuel Black and missus was named Martha.
She used to be Martha Kirkland befo' she marrieds There was five chillun
in de family; they was: Alice, Manning, Sally, Kirkland, a.ndo de baby,
Eugenees De white folks live in a great big -house up on & hill; it wes
right pretty, too.

"You wents to know how large de plantation was I lived on?
Well, I don't know ‘zackly but it was mighty large. There was forty of
us slaves in all and it took all of us to keep de plantation goin'e De
most of de niggers work in de fielde They went to work as soon as it git
light enough fo see how to git 'round; then when twelve o'clock come, they
all stops for dinner and don't go back to work 'til two. All of “them work
on 'til it git almost darke. No ma‘am, they ain't do much work at night
after they gits home. | |

"Masse Samuel ain't had no overseer, he look after his own
plantation. My old grenddaddy help him a whole heap though. He was a
good nigger and massa trust hime

"After de crops was all gathered, de slaves still had pienty of

work to do. I stayed in de house wid de white folks. De most I had to do

was to keep de house clean up and nurse de chillune I had a heap of pretty

clothes to wear, 'cause my missus give me de old clothes and shoes dat Missy

Sally throw ‘waye

"De masse and missus was good to me but sometime I was so bad

10
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they had to whip mee I 'members she used to whip me every time she
tell me to do something and I take too long to move 'long and do ite
One time my missus went off on a visit a.ﬁd left me at homee When she
come back, Sally told her that I put on a pair of Bubber'!s pants and
scrub de floor wid them one Missus told me it was a sin for me to put
on a man's pants, and she whip me pretty bade She say it's in de Bible
dat: ‘A man shall not put on a woman's clothes, nor a woman put on a
men's clothes's I ain't never see that in de Bible though; but from then
'til now, I ain't put on no more pantse

"De grown-up slaves was punished sometime too. When they didﬁ't
feel like taking a whippin' they went off in de woods and stay 'til mAssa's
hounds track them down; then they'd bring them out and whip thems They
might as well not run awaye Some of them never come back a=-tall, don't
know what become of theme We ain't had no jail for slaves; never ain't see
none in chains‘ neither. There was a guard-house right in de toem but us
niggers never was carried ‘tb ite You ask me if I ever see e slave auction-
ed off? Yes ma'eam, one timee I see a little girl 'bout ten yeers old sold
to a soldier manes Dis soldier man was married and didn't had no chillun
and he buy dis little girl to be company for his wife and to help her wid
de house worke

"White folks never teach us to read nor write muche They learn-
ed us our A, B, C's, and teach us to read some in de testament. De preason
they wouldn't teach us to_ read and write, was 'cause they was afraid de
slaves would write their own pass end go over to a free county. One old

nigger did learn enough to write his pass and got 'way wid it and went up

Northe

11
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"liissus Marthe sho' did look after de slaves good when they
was sicke Us had medicine made from herbs, leaves and roots; some of
them was cat-nip, garlic root, tansy, and roots of burdocke De roots of
burdock soaked in whiskey wes mighty good medicinee We dipped asafetida
in turpentine and hung it 'round our necks to keep off diseases

"Befo'! de Yankees come thru, our peoples had let loose & lot
of our hosses and de hosses strayed over to de Yankee side, and de Yankee
men rode de hosses back over to our plantatione De Yankees @asked us if
we want to be freee I never say I did; I tell them I want to stay wid lm;y
missus and they went on and let me alonee They 'stroyed most everything
we had foept a little vittles; took al‘l de stock and take them wid theme
Theyturned all de buildings 'cept de one de massa and missus was livin'
ine

"It wasn't long after de Yankees went thru dat our missus told
us dat we don't b'long to her and de massa no more. None of us left dat
seasone 1 got married de next year and left here. I like being free more
better. Any niggers what like slavery time better, is lazy people dat
don't want to do nothing.

"I married Fredrick Adems; he used to.b'long to lliss Tesny
Graddick but after he was freed he had to teke enother nemee lre Jess
Adems, a good fiddler dat my husband like to hang '‘round, told him he

could teke his neme if he wented to and dats how he got de name of Ademse.

Us had four chillun; only one livin', dat Lulae She married John Entzminger

end got several chillune My gren'chillun & heap of comfort to me."

Home Address:
Coloniel Heights,
golumbia, Se Co

12
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FRANK ADAMSON
EX-SLAVE 82 YEARS-OLD.

"I *members when you was barefoot at de bottom; now I see you
8 settin' dere, gittin' bare at de top, as bare as de palm of my hand,

/ "I's been 'possum huntin' wid your pappy, whem he lived on de

Wateree,' just after de ware One night us got into tribulation, I tells

s
youl ‘'Iwas 'bout midnight when de dogs make a treee Your pappy climb

up de tree, git 'bout haliway up, heard sumpin' dat once yourhears it
you never forgits, and dats de rattlin' of de rattles on a rattle snake’s
taile Us both 'stinctly hear dat sound! What us do? Me on de ground,
him up de tree, ‘but where de snake? Dat was de misery, us didn't knowe
Dat snake give us fair warnin'® thoughl Marster Sam (dats your pa) 'low:
'Frank, ease down on de ground} I'll just stay up here for a whiles' I
lay 6n them leaves, skeered to make a russle. Your pa up de tree skeered
%o go up or downl Broad ‘daylight didn't move us. Sun come ﬁp, he look
all 'round from his ventage ﬁp de tree, then come down, not *'til then, do
I gits on my foots.

“Then I laugh and laugh and laugh, and ask Marster Sam how he felt.
Marster Sam kinda frown and say: 'Damn I feels like helll Git up dat treel

Don't you.see dat 'possum up dere?' I say: ‘'But where de snake, Marster?'
He éa.y: 'Dat rattler done gone home, where me and you and dat *possum gonn/

be pretty sooni! |
"I b'lohgs to de Peays. De father of them all was, Kershaw Peay. My

marster was his son, Nicholas; he was a fine man to Jjust look at. My mistress
was always tellin' him 'bout how fine and handsome-like he was., He must of

got use to i%; hmrsomevér, marster grin every time she talk like dat.
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"My pappy was bought from de Adamson peoples; they say they got
him off de ship from Africa. He sho' was a man; he run all de other
niggers ‘way from my memmy ard took up wid her widout askin' de marsters
Her name was Lavinias When us got free, he 'sisted on Adamson was de
name us would go by. He name was William Ademson. Yes sirl my brothers
was: Justus, Hillyard, and Donald, and my sisters was, Martha and Lizzetties

"tDeed I did work befo! freedome What I do? Hoed cotton, pick cotton,
'*bend'to calves and slop de 'pigs » under de 'vision of de ove;seer. Who he
was? First one name Mr. Caﬁ, he a good mane Another one Mr. Tim Gladden,
burn you up whenever he just take a notion to pop his whipe Us boys run
*round in our shirt tails. He lak to see if he could 1lift de shirt tail
widout techin' de skine Just as oftem as not, though, he tech de skine.
Little boy holler a.nd_lhrster Tim laughe

"Us live in quarters. Our beds was nailed to de sides of de housee
Most of de chillun slept on pallets on de floore Got water from a big
springe

"De white folks 'tend to you all righte Us had two doctors, Doctor
Cerlisle and Dootor James.

"] see some money, but never own any then. Had plenty to eab: Meat,
bread, milk, lye hominy, horse apples, turnips, collards, pumpkins, and
dat kind of trucke |

"Was marster rich? How come he wasn't? He brag his land was ten
miles—square and he had & thouse-né. siave#. Them A}poor white folks look=
ed up to him lak God Almighty; they sho' dide They would have stuek
their hands in,' de fire if ke had of asked them té do ite He had a fish

{

pond on top off dé house and terraces wid stramberries, all over de placee
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See them big rock columns down dere now? Dapts all dats left of his
grandness and greatnesse They done move de whippin' post dat was in
de backyarde Yes sah, it was a 'cessity wid them niggers. It stood
up and out to 'mind them dat if they didn't please de master and de
overseer, they'd hug dat post, and de lend of dat whip lash gwine to
flip to de hide of dat back of their's.

"I ain't a complainin's. He was a good master, bestdst in de
land, but he just have to have a whippin' post, 'cause you'll find a
whole passle of bad niggers when you gits a thousand of them in one
flocke

"Soreech owl holler? Women and men turn socks and stockings
wrong side out quick, dat they did, do it mow, myselfe. I's black as
a crow but I's got a white folks heart. Didn't ketch me foolin'! ‘'round
wid niggers in radical timese I's as close to white folks then as peas
in a pode Wore de red shirt and drunk a heap of brandy in Columbia, dat
time us went down to General Hampton into powere. I 'clare I hollered so
loud go.‘i.ni 'long in de procession, dat a nice white lady run out one of
de houses ddwn dere in Columbia, give me two biscuits and & drum stick
of chicken, patted me on 4@ shoulder, end say: 'Thank God for all de
big black men dat can holler for Governor Hampton as loud as dis one
does.' Then I hollers some more for to please dat @lady, though I had
to take ds half chawed chicken out dis old mouth, and she laugh fbou'b
dat *til she oriede She didl

"Well, I'11l be roekin! "long balance of dese deys, & hollerin!

for Mre. Roosevelt, just as loud as I holler then for Hamptone
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"My young marsters was: Austin, Tom, and Nicholas; they was
all right 'cept they tease you too hard maybe some time, and want to
mix in wid de 'fairs of slave 'misementss

"Now what make gou ask dat? Did me ever do any c;ourtin'? You
knows I dide Every he thing from a he king down to a bunty rooster gits
tited 'bout she things, I's lay wake many nights 'bout sich things. It's
de nature of a he, to take after de she. They do say dat a he angel ain't
got dis to worry 'bout.

"I fust courted Martha Harrisone Us marry and jine de churche Us
had nine chillun; seven of them livin'e A woman cen't stand havin' chillun,
lak & mane Carryin', sucklin', and 'tending to them wore her down, dat, wid.
de malaria of de Wateree brung her to her gravee.

"I sorrow over her for weeks, maybe five months, then I got to think=
ing how I'd pair up wid dis one and dat one and de other one:. Took to shavin'
agein and gwine to Winnsboro every Saturday, and different churches every
Sundaye I hear a voice from de choir, one Sunday, dat makes me sit up and
teke notice of de gal on de off side in fromte Well sirl a spasm of fright
fust hit me dat I might not git her, dat I was too old for de likes of her,
and dat some no 'count nigger might be in de waye. In & few minutes I come
to mys®if. I rise right up, walked into dat choir, stand by her side, and

wid dis voice of mine, dat always Yracts 'tention, jined in de hymm and out
sung them alle It was easy from dat time on.

"I merry Kete at de close of dat revival., De day after de weddin',
wha'b;you reckon? Den't know? Well, after gittin' breakfas' she we;\rb to de
field, poke 'rouﬁd her neck, basket on her head and picked two hundred pognds

of cotton. Dets de kind of woman she ise"

16



Project 1885-1 \ i

FOLKLORE _ 390117 Edited by:
Spartanburg Disti4 Elmer Turnmgé¥ 1ﬂ?
June 10, 1937 .

STORIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I was born in Newberry County,S.C., near Belfast, about
1854. I was a slave of John Wallace. I was the only child, and
when a small child, my mother was sold to Joe Liggins by my old
master, Bob Adams. It is sald that the old brick house where the
Wallaces lived was built by a Eichleberger, bug Dr, John Simpson
lived there and sold it to Mr. Wallace. In the“attic was an old
skeleton which the children thought bewitched the house. None of
them would go upstairs by themselves, I suppose old Dr. Simpson
left it there. Sometimes later, it was taken out and buried.
Marse Wallace had many slaves and kept them working, but he was
not a strict master.

"I married Allen Andrews after the war. He went to the war
with his master, He was at Columbia with the Confederate troops
when Sherman burnt the place. Some of them, my husband included,
was captured and taken to Richmond va. They escaped and walkéd
back home, but all but five or six fell out or dled.

"My young master, Editor Bill Wallace, a son of Marse ,
John, was a soldier, When he was sick at home, I fanned the flies
from him with a home-made fan of peacock feathers, sewed to a
long cane.

"After the war, the 'bush-whackers', called EKu Klux, rode
there. Preacher Pitts' brother was one, They went to negro
houses and killed the people. They wore caps over the head and
eyes..but'no long whiﬁé gowns. An old muster ground was above

there about three miles, near what is now Wadsworth School,®

Source: Frances Andrews (col. 83), Newberry, S.C.
-Interviewer: G. Leland Summer, Newberry, S.C.
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STURIES FROM EX-SLAVES

"I live in a comfortable two-room cottage/which my son owns.
I can't do much work except a little washing and ironing. My grand-
children live with me. My other children help me a little when I
need it. I heard abdut the 40 acres oI land ana'a mule the ex-
slaves would get after the war, but I didn't pay any attention to is.
They never got anything; I think this was pﬁt out by the Yankees
who didn't\care about much fcept getting money for themselves.

"I come from ihe Indian Creek section of Newberry County.
After about 1880 when things got natural, some éf the slaves from
this section rented small one-horse farms and wade their own mohey
and living. Some Hould rent small tracts or land on shares, giving
the landlord one-half the cfop for use of the land.

"Everything is changed so much. I never learned to read
and write and all I know is what I heard in old times. But I think
the younger generation ofjgegroes is different from what they used
to be. They go where they ;ant to and do what they want to and don't
pay much attention to old folks anymore, '

"My mother's mother come from Virginia and axy mother's
father was born énd raised in this county. I don't remeiber anything
about the Nat Turhér Rebellion, and never heard anything about it.
We never had any sléve up-risings in our neighborhood."

Source: Frances Andrews (83), Newberry, S.C.
Interviewer: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. 8/11/37.

|
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Folk Lore: Folk Tales (negro)

_ "I was 'bout nine year ole when de big war broke
loosey My pa and ma 'longed to de Scotts what libbed in
Jonesville Townshipe When I got big 'nough tp work, I was
gib to de youngest Scott boys Soon atter dis, Shermsn come
through Union Countyes No ma'm, I nebber seed Shermen but I
seed some of his soldierss Dat's de time I run off in de wood
and not narry a séul k:gxcwed whar I was till de dus' had done
settled in de big roa@.

"Every Sunday, Marse Scott semt us to church in one

of his wagginse White folks rid to church ix; de buggy and Marse
went on de big saddle hosgs. 'Bout dis time, Marse Scott wen'{:
to Columbia to git §offee and sugare He stay mos' two weeks,
kaize he drive two fine hosses to de buggy *long wid a long hind
end to fetch things to and fro ine De roads was reel mmddy end
" de hosses hef to res' ever nighte Den in Columbia, he would
have a little !joyment befo! he come back homee"
SOURCE: Miss Dorothy Lambright, W, Main St., Union, S.6e (Story

told her by "Uncle Feter" Arthure Information by
Caldwell Sims, Union, S.Cse
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JOSEPHINE BACCHUS
Ex-Slave, 75-80 Years 390418

#No, my mercy God, I don'! know not one thought to speak
to you bout, Seems like, I does know your face, but I been
80 sick all de year dat I can! hardly remember nothin. Yes,
sweetheart, I sho caught on to what you want. Oh, I wishes
I did know somethin bout dat o0ld time war cause I tell you,
if I been know anything, I would sho pour it out to you. 1
got burn out here de other day en I ain! got near a thing
left me, but a pair of stockings en dat old coat dere on de
bed. Dat how-come I stayin here wid Miss Celia. My husband,
he dead en she took me in over here for de present. No'um,
I haven't never had a nine months child. Reckon dat what
ailin me now. Bein dat I never had no mother to care for
me en give me a good attention like, I caught so much of
cold dat I ain' never been safe in de family way. Yes,manm,
I had'my leg broke plenty times, but I ain! never been able
to jump de time. Lord, I got a misery in my back dere. I

hope it ain' de pneumonias."

. "Fell, you see, I couldn' tell you nothin bout my mother
cause I never didn' know nothin bout my mother. My Jesus, my
brother tell bout when dey had my mother layin out on de coolin
board, I went in de room whe' she wae'en axed her for somethin
to eat en pushed her head dat way. You know, I wouldn! touch

my hand to do nothin like dat, but- I never know. Dat it, de
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coolin board, dat what dey used to have 1o lay all de dead
people on, but dis day en time, de undertaker takes dem en
fixes dem up right nice, I say. I tellin you, I ain' had
no sense since I lost my people. Sometimes, I axes de Lordvﬁnw
what he keepin me here for anyhow. Yes,mam, dat does come

to me often times in de night. Oh, it don? 1oqk like I gwine
ever get no better in dis 1life en if I don', I juet prays to
God to be saved. Yes, Lord, I prays to be lLifted to a restful
home, "

"Just like as I been hear talk, some of de people fare:
good in slavery time en some of dem fare rough. Dat been
accordin to de kind of task boss dey come up under. Now de
poor colored people in slavery time, dey give dem very little
rest en would whip some of dem most to death. Wouldn' none
of dem daresen to go from one plantation to another widout
dey had a furlough from dey boss. Yes,mam, if dey been catch
you comin back widout dat walkin paper de boss had give you,
great Jeruseleum, you wWould sho catch de devil nex$ mornin,

My blessed a mercy, hear talk dey spill de poor nigger's

blood awful much in slavery time. Hear heap of dem was free
long time fore dey been know it cause de white folks, dey want-
ed to keep dem in bondage. Oh, my Lord, dey WOﬁld cut dem so
hard $1ll dey just slash de flesgh right off dem. Yes,mam, dey
call dat thing &ey been whip dem wid de cat o' nine tail. No,

darlin, I hear talk it been made out of pretty leather plaited
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most all de way en den all dat part down to de bottom, dey
Just left it loose to do de cuttin wid. Yes, honey, dem
kind of whips was made out of pretty leather like one of
dese horse whips. Yes,mam, dat been how it was in slavery
time." J

#Yankees! Oh, I hear%folks speak bout de Yankees plunder-
in through de country plenty times, Hear bout de Yankees
gwine all bout stealin white péoble silver. 8ay, everywhe!
dey went en found white folks wid silver, dey would just
clean de place up. Dat de blessed truth, too, cause dat
exactly what I hear bout dem,¥

"Lord, pray Jesus, de white people sho been mighty proud
to see dey niggeis spreadin out in dem days, so dey tell me,
Yes,mam, dey was glad to have a heap of colored people bout
dem cause white folks couldn'! work den no more den dey can
work dese days like de colored people can. Reckon dey love.
to have dey niggers back yonder just like dey loves to have
- dem dese days to do what dey ain! beenvcut out to do. You
see, déy would have two or three women on de plantation dat
was good-breeders en dey would have chillun pretty regular
fore freedom come heté. You knoy, some people does be right
fast in catchin chillun. Yes'um, dey must been bless wid a
pile of dem, I say, en every colored person used to follow

up de same name as dey white folks been hear to."
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"No'um, I never didn' go to none of dem cornshuckin en
fodder pullin en all dem kind of thing. Reckon while dey
was at de cornshuckin, I must been somewhe! huntin somethin
to eat. Den dem kind of task was left to de men folks de
most of de time cause it been so hot, dé???orce to strip to
do dat sort of a jobl."

"Lord, I sho remembers dat earth shake gooé as anything,
When it come on me, I Was settin down wid my foots in a tub
of water. Yes, my Lord, I been had a age on me in de shake,
I remember, dere been such a shakin dat evenin, it made all
de people feel mighty queer like, It just come in a tremble
en first thing I know, I felt de difference in de crack of de
house. I run to my sister Jessie cause she had been live in
New York en she was well acquainted wid dat kind of gwine on.
S8he say, 'Josie, dis ain' nothin but dem shake I been tellin
you bout, but dis de first time it come here en you better be
8 prayin.t'En, honey, everything white en colored was emptied
out of doors dat night. Lord, dey was scared. Great Jeruseleum!
De people was scared everywhe!, Didn' nobody know what to make
of it. I tellin you, I betcha I was 30 years old in de shake."

"Now, I guess time you get done gettin up all dem memo-
randums, you gwine have a pile. I tell you, if you keep on,
you sho gwine have a bale cause dere a lot of slavery people
is spring‘up till now. I ought to could fetch back more to

speak to you bout, but just like I been tell you, I wasn! never
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cared for by a mother en I is caught on té a. heap of rough-
ness just on account dat I ain! never had a mother to have
a care for me,!

#0h, de people never didn' put much faith to de doctors
in dem days. Mostly, dey would use de herbs in de fields
for dey medicine. Dere two herbs, I hear talk of. Dey wes
black snake root en Sampson snake root. 8ay, if a person
never had a good appetife, dey would boil some of dat stuff
en mix it wid a 1little ﬁhiskey en rock candy en dat would sho
give dem a sharp appetite. 8ee, it natural cause if you take
. a tablespoon of dat bitter medicine three times a day like a
person tell you, it bound to swell your appetite. Yes,mam,
I know dat a mighty good mixture."

"O0h, my Lord, child, de people was sho wiser in clden
times den what dey be now. Dey been have all kind of signs
to forecast de times wid en dey been mighty true to de woxd,
too. Bay, when you hear a cow low en cry so mournful like,
it ain' gwine be long fore you hear tell of a death,™

#Den dere one bout de rain. Say, sometimes de o0ld rain
crow gtays in de air en hollers en if you don' look right . |
sharp, it gwine rain soon. Call him de rain crow. He hollers
mogtly like dis, 'Goo-ocop, goo-cop.' Like dat,."

"De people used to have a bird for cold weather, too. Folks
say, 'Don'! you hear dat cold bird? Look out, it gwine be cold

tomorrow.! De cold bird, he a brown bird. If you can see him,
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he a fine lookin bird, too. Yes'um, right large en strong
lookin, but don! nobody hardly ever see him dese days."

"En I reckon you hear talk bout dis one. 8ay, not to
wash on de first day of de New Year cause if you do, you
will wash some of your family out de pot. 8Say, somebody will
sho die, Dat right, too. Den if possible, must boil some old
peas on de first day of de New Year en must cook some hog jowl
in de pot wid dem., Must eat some of it, but don!' be obliged
to eat it all. En ought to have everything clean up nicely
80 as to keep clean all de year., 8ay, must always put de wash
out on de line to be sure de day fore New Years en have all
your garments Clean."

YWhat my ideas bout de young folks dese days? Well, dey
young folks en dey ain'! young folks, I say. Cose I don! bother
up wid dem none, but I think wid my own weak judgment, dey quite
different from when I come along. Folks is awful funny dis day
en time to my notion. Don' care what people see dem do no time,
I sho think dey worser den what dey used to be., De way I say dey
worser, I used to have to be back at such en such a time, if I
went off, but now dey go anytime dey want to en dey comes back
anytime dey want to. I sho think dey worser. De fact of it,

I know dey worser."

Source: Josephine Bacchus, colored, age (5-80, Marion, S.C.

Personal interview by Annie Ruth Davis, Dec., 1937,
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STORIES FROM EX~-SLAVES

*I was born near Winnsboro, S.C., Fairfield County. I was
twelve years old the year the Confederate war started, My father
was John Ballaréd and my mother was Sallie Ballard. I had several
brothers and sisters. We belonged to Jim Aiken, a large land-
owner at Winnsboro. He owned land on which the towa was built,

He had seven plantations. He was good to us and give us plenty to
eat, and good quarters to live in. His mistress was good, too;
but one of his sons, Dr. Aiken, whipped some of de niggers, lots.
One time he whipped a slave for stealing. Some of his land was’
around four churches in Winnsboro.

"We was allowed three pounds o' meat, one quart o' molas-
ses, grits and other things each week --- plenty for us to eat.

"When freedom come, he told us we was free, and if we
wanted to stay on with him, he would do the best he could for us.
Most of us stayed, and after a few months, he paid wages. After
elght months, some went to other places to work.

"The master's wife died and he married a daughter of Robert
Gillam and moved to Greenville, S.C.

"The master always had a very big garden with plenty of
vegetables. He had fifty hogs, and I helped mind the hogs. He
didn't raise much cotton, but raised lots of wheat and corn. He
made his own meal and flour from the mill on the creek; made
home-made clothes with cards and spinning wheels.

ikThey cooked in wide chimneys in a kitchen which was away

off from the big house. They used pots and skillets to cook with.

R0
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The hands got their rations every Monday night. They got their
clothes to wear which they made on 0ld spinning wheels, and wove
them themselves. . |

"The master had his gwn taq:yard and tenned his leather and
made shoes for his hands.

"He had several overseers, white men, and some negro fore-
men. They sometimes whipped the slaves, that is the o;;rseers.
Once a nigger whipped the overseer and hzd to ruh:away in the
woods and live so he wouldn't get caught. The nigger foremen look-
‘ed after a set of slaves on any speéial work. They never worked at
night unless it was to bring in fodder or hay when it looked like
rain was coming. On rainy days, we shucked corn and cleaned up
around the place.

"We had old brick ovens, lots of ‘'em., Some was used to make
molasses from our own sugar cane we raised,

"The master had a 'sick-house' where he took sick slaves
for treatment, and kept a drug store there. They didn't use old-
time cures much, like herbs and barks, except sassafras root tea
for the bloed.

"fe didn't learn to read and write, but some learned after
the war.

"My father run the blacksmith shop for the master on the
place. I worked around the place. The patrollers were there and
we had to have a pass to get out any. The nigger children some-
times played out in the road and were chased by patrollers. The
children would run into the master's place and the patrollers
couldn't get them 'cause the master wouldn't let them. We had no

churches for slaves, blit went to theywhite church and set in the

gallery. After freedom, niggersrb&ilt‘brush*harbors'on the place.
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"Slaves carried news from one plantation to another by riding
mules or horses. They hgd to be in quarters at night. I remember
my mother fbde side-saddle'one Saturday night. I reckon she had a
pass to go; she come back without being bothered.

~ "Some games children played was, hiding switches, marbles, and
maybe others. Later on, some of de nigger boys started playing
cards and got to gémbling; some went to de woods to Ramble,

"The old cotton gins on de farms were made of wooden screws,
and it took all day to gin four bales o' cotton.

"I was one of the first trusteés that helped build the first
colored folks' church in the town of Greenwood. I am the only one
now living. I married Alice Robinson, and had five sons and one
daughter, and have five or six grandchildren.

"Abraham Lincoln, I think, ﬁas a good man; had a big rep-
utation. Couldn't tell mygch about Jefferson Daviz. Booker T. Wash-
ington ;-EVerybody thinks he is a great man for thg colored race.

"of course I think slavery wés bad. We is free now and better
off to work. I think anybody who is any count can work and live
by himself.

®] Joined de church when I was 17 years old, because a big
preaching was going on after freedom for the colored people.

*T think everybody should join the church and do right; can't
get anywhere without it, and do good.®

Source: William Ballard (83), Greenwood, S.C,
Interviewed by: G.L. Summer, Newberry, S.C. (6/10/37)
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‘Winnsboro, S. Ce

CHARLEY BARBER
EX=-STAVE 81 YEARS QLD

Cherley Larber lives in a shanty kind of house, situated on a plot
of ground conteining two acres all his own. It is a ﬁile and alhalf south-
ast of'Winngboro, S. Ce He lives with an anaemic daughtef, Maggie, whose
chief interests are a number of cats, about the premises, and a brindled,
crumple-horned cow that she ties cut to graze every morning and milks st

eveninge

Charley is squat of figure, short neck, popeyed, and has white hair.
He tills the two acres and produces garden truck that he finds e. sale for
among the employees of the ‘iinnsboro mills, just across the railroad from
his home. He likes to talk, and pricks up his ears,( so to speak ),when-
ever anything is related as having occurred in the past. He will importune
those present £o'hear his version of the event.unmaual.'

"Well sah, dis is & pleasure to have you call 'pon me, howsomewer it
be unexpected dis mornin's Shool ( driving the chickens dut of the'house)
Shool 'Gitvout of here and go scratch a livin' for them chickéﬁs‘dat's fol=-
lowin' yogvyet,;ahd ygu'wonﬁt-wean and git to layiﬁ' again. Fust thiﬁg you
know you'll be spoilin'.de.floor, wﬁen us is got company dis very minutee
Scatl  Méggie, git them cats outvde chairs long ‘nough'for Mre Wood o set'
in one'whllst he 5. come to see me dis mnrnln’

“And dat’s 1t? You'wants me to talk over de days det em gone? How

dms come 'bcut and how dat come ‘bout, from de day I‘was born, to dis very

hour° LEQ'S'li{ht‘up eustmokestaems befo' us beg1n~~ Iﬂﬁybc ycu wants a

geadnesst wDoﬂyou ear :ﬂ  -




det Maggie? (Rubbing his hands, his eyes shining with pleasure) Teke another |
look end make enother guesss Seventy-five? You is growin' werm but you'll .
have to come againl
"Bless your soul Marse Wood, you know whaet old Mudder Shifton say? She
tlow dat: 'In de year 1881, de world to an end will surely come'. I wes
twenty-five years old, when all de niggers and most of de white folks wes be-
lievin' det old lady and iookin’ for de world to come to en edd in 188l. Dat
ves de yeer dat I jined de church, 'cause I wanted to meke sure dat if de end
did come, I'd be ceught up in dat rapture daﬁ de waite Méthodist‘preacher was
" preachin' 'bout and expleinin' to my marster and mistress st ‘deir house on de
niazze dat years
"I is eighty-one years olde I was born up on de Wateree River, close
to Great Fallse Ny marster was Ozmond Sarber. Iy mistress waes name liiss
Elizabeth; her de wife of llarse Ozménd. My pappy We.s: name Jacc_)b. My merry
went by de name of Jemimes They both come from Africa where they wals’ bpr#.
They was 'ticed un a ship, fetgh 'cross de ocean to ?’irg‘inny, fetch 1"’50 Winns=-
boro by a slave drove;', and sold to my m&i‘s’ce'ris father. Dat what they tell
me. When they was sailin' over, dere was five or six hundred others all to-
gether down under de ‘first deck of de ship, where ’chéy was locked in. They
never did talk lak de other sleves, could just say a few wbrds, use deir hands,

and meke s:.gns. They want deir colla,rds, l’cu'i'nips ,' end deir'betors, rawe They

«
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14% Sweefb milk so much they steal 11:. “

“Pappy care nothin! 'bowtl.glghhes and wouldn't weer shoes ‘in de winter

ﬁime 'or:any time. It was ‘-gins‘b de lew o bring them over here when they did,

I 1earn émce. But what is de »law now end what was de law then, when bright

'.‘shm,y money.was in s:Lgh'b? Money ma.ke de amtom&blle - Money ma.ke de tram

EE@ "makf-?‘de me.re go, a.nd ot dat time I ’syeot money m.ke de shlps go:e: |



~Yes sn‘, they, my pappy end memmy, was just smuggled in dis part of de

WOI‘ld I bet youl

"War come on, my marster went out as a captain of de Horse Marines.

L tune was much sung by de white folks on de place and took wid de niggers.

.

It went lak dis:
i 'I'm Gaptain Jenks of de Horse Marines
I feed my horse on corm and beans.

Oh! 1I'm Captein Jenks of de Horse Marines

:

And captein in de armyi!

"When de Yankees come they seem to have special vengeance for my white
folkse ‘They took everything they could car.ry off end burnt 'every.'thing they
couldn't carry off.

‘. WL stress and de chillun have to go to Chester to git a place to sleep
and eat, wid 'kinfolks. De niggers just lay 'round de place 1til master rode
in, after de war, on & horse; him have money and friends end git ‘thing’s goin'
agine I stay on dere 'til '76. Then I come to Winnsboro 'and git a job &s
section hand laborer on de railroad. Out of de fust money,--(I git paid off
de pay train then; compeny run a §pecial pay train out of Coiumbia to . Charlottes
They stop at every‘ station and pay de hands off at de rear end of de tre’»in in |
éash);. Well, as I was a sayin': Out de fust ’mohey, I buy's me & er‘ 'shii'b and
dat November I vobes and de fust vote I put in de box was for Governor ?{ade

_'HamP'bOn;a Dat wa.s de- f‘ust big thlng I done.

“De nex’ b1g ’chmg I done wes i‘a.ll.--.m love wid Mary Wylie. Det eéme"

";’bout’""‘on cla second pay de.y. De other nlgge g-als say her marry me for my




gonna have money in de back of her head when her pick out a man to marry.
Her gomnna want a men wid muscles on his arms and back and I hac_l‘them. ‘Usin' - y
dat pick end shovel on de railroad just give me what it took to git Mary.
Us had ten chillun. Some dead, some marry and leave. Ify wife die year befo!
laste. laggie is puny, és you see, and us gits 'long wid de goodness of de
Lord and de white folkse.

"I b'longs to de Ste John Methodist Church in HMiddlesix, pa.rt. of Winns-
boro. They was havin' a rival (revival) meetin' de night of de earthquake,
last day of August, in 1886. I'olks had hardly got over de scere of 1881, 'bout
de world comin' to an ends It was on Tuesday night, if I don't disremember,
'bout 9 ofclocke De preacher was prayin', just after de fust sermon, but him
never got to de amen part of dat prayer. Dere coine a noise or rurﬁblin', 1aic
far off thunder, seem lak it come from de northwest, then de church begin' to
rock lak a babyls cradle. Dere was grea*b‘_ excitement. Old Aunf Melvina hollgr:
'De world comin' to de end's De preacher say: 'Ch, Lordy*, ahd run out of de
pulpite Everbody run out de church in de moonlight. When de second qualée come ,
'bout e minute after de fust, somebody started up de cry: 'DAe devil under de
church! De devil under de church! - De devil gwine to teke de church on his back
and run eway wid de churchl' People never stop runnin' 'til they got to de
court house in town. Dere they, 'clare de devil dome take S‘c. John's Chﬁxjch on
his beck and fly away tvo‘ heil wid it Marse, Henry Gellierd meke e 'speech and
tell them what it was and bég them to g‘o‘ homes Dat Mr. Skinner, de telegraph
men et de depot, say ae me.in part 'of it was way down 'bout Cherleston, too far
away for any"bédy‘ tb-‘_g:j_.t'hur;b‘- he’.r‘_e‘j,‘_- tless & bx“ic‘k‘ from a chimz;ey fall c;n some=
bo@y!_S'head;._ De niggersigostly believes what e fine men, lak erse Heary, tell’

-

thems De crowd .git guiet. Some of them go home but many of them, down in de




low part of town, set on de reilroed track in de moonlight, all night.

I wes mighty sleepy de nex!' morhin' but I work on de reilroad track

Just de same. Dat night folks come back to St. John's Church, find it

still dere, and such a wustpourin' of de spirit was had as never was had é

befo! or sincee.

"Just thinkl Dat has been fifty-one years agos Them was de glorious

’

horse and buggy days. Dere was no air-ships, no autos and no radioss White
folks had horses to drivee Niggers had mules to ride t0 ‘a baseball game; to

see white folks run lak de patarollers (patrollers) was after them and they

holler lak de world was on fire.™
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ED BARBLER

EX-SLAVE 77 YEARS QOLD.

BEd Barber lives in a small one-room house in the midst of a cotton field
on the plantat.ion of ure Ae lie Owens, ten miles southeast of Winnsboro, e Ce
ite lives alone and does his owm cooking and housckeeping. leisa brightmulatto,
has an erect carriage aﬁd posture, appears younger than his age, is intelligent
and enjoys recounting the tales of his lifetime. His own race doesn't give him
ruch countenances lis friends in the old days of rcconstruction were white peo-
nle. He presumes on such past affiliation and considers himsell better then the
full=blooded Negros

"It's been a long time since I see youe MNaybe you has forgot but I ain't
Tforgot de fust time I put dese lookers on you, in '76. Does you 'members dat day?
I‘é was in a piece of pines beyond de Presbytcrian Church, in VWinnsboro, Se Ce Us
both had red shirtse You was a ridin' a gray pony and I was aridin' a red mule,
sorrel likee You say dat weasn't '767 .iell, how come it wasn't? Ouillah Harrison,
another nigger, was dere, though he was a mane Both of us got to arguin'. He
'low he could vote for Hempton and I couldn't, 'cause I wasn't 21l. You say it was
178 'stead of 176, dat day in de pines when you was dere? elll Velll I sho!
been thinkin'! a2ll dis time it was '76.

" tMember de fight dat dey when Mre Pole sarnadore knock idre Blanchard
down, while de apeakin' was a gwine on? You does? Well, us come to common 'gree=
ment on dat, bless Godl

"Them was scary timesi Me bein' just helf nigger and helf white men, I know-
ed which side de butter was on de breads Who I see der-e? Well, dere was a string

of red shirts a mile long, dat come into Winnsboro from wWhite Oske And another



from Flint Hill, over de Pea Ferry road, a mile longe De barromms of de towm
did a pig business dat daye Seem lak it was de fashion to git drunk all 'long
them dayse

"Them red shirts was de monkey wreuch in de cotton-gin of de carpet bag
partye I's here to tell youe If a nigger git hungry, all he have to do is go
to de white folk's house, bég for a red shirt, and explain hisself a democrete
e might not git de shirt right then but he git his belly full of everything de
vwhite folks got, and de privilege of comin' vo det trough sometime agine

"You wants me to tell you 'bout who I is, where I born, end how old I is?
.ell, just cross examine me and I'll tell you de facts as best I knows howe

"1 was born twelve miles cast of Winnsboro, be Ce iy marster say it was
de 18th of January, 1830

"ly mother name Ann. iler b'long to my merster, James Larbere Dat's not
e fair question when you ask me vho my daddy wase iell, just say he was o white
man and det my mother never did marry nobody, while he livede I was de onliest
child my mother ever hade

"After freedom my mother reised me on de liarse Adam Zarber place, up by
Rocky‘ﬁount and iitforde I stayed derc 'til all de 'citement of politics die
downe Iy help was not wanted so much at de 'lection boxes, so I got to roamin'
"round to fust one place and then anothere But wheresomever 1 go, I kept a think-
in! 'bout Hosa and de ripe may-pops in de field in cotton pickin' time. I landed
back to de Barber place and after a skirmish or two wid de old folks, marry de
gol de Lord always 'tended for ﬁe to marrye Her neme was dosa Forde You ask me
if she was pretty? Dat's a strange thinge Do you ever hear a white person say
a colored woman is pretty? I never have but befo' God when I was trampin' 'round

Charleston, dere was a church dere called Ste lark, dat all de society folks of
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my coler went toe No black nigger welcome dere, they told mee Thinkin' as
how I was bright 'nough to git in, I up and goes dere one Sundaye &h, how
they did carry on, bow and scrape and ape de white folkse I see some pretbty
{eathers, pretty fans, end pretty women derel 1 weas uncomfortable all de
time though, 'cause they was too 'hifalootin' in de ways, in de singin', and
all sorts of carryin' onse.

"Glad you fetch me back to Rosae Us marry end -had ten chillune l'rancis,
Thompkins, William, Jim, Levi, Ab and Uz is deads Katie marry a %oykin and is
livin' in New Yorke My wife, Hosa, die ondis place of lire Uwense

"I lives in a housc by myselfe I hoes & little cotton, picks plums and
blackberries but dewberries 'bout played out. |

"y marster, Jamcs parber, went through de Civil viar and diede I begs
you, in de neme of de good white folks of '76 and Vade Hampton, not to forget
me in dis old age pension businesse

"Whet I think of Abe Lincoln? I think he was a poor buckra white man, to
de likes of mes Although, I 'spects lire Lincoln meant well but I cen't help
but wish him had continued splittin' ‘them fence rails, which they say he knowed
211 'bout, and never took & hand in runnin' de government of which he kmowed
nothin' 'boute. ﬂ;rse Jeff Davis was all right, but him oughta got out and fouglt
some, lak General Lee, Goneral Jackson and 'Poleon Bonapartee Us might have won
de war if he had turned up at some O§;¥Zg battles lak Gettysburg, *Chickenmaroger',
end 'Applemattox's What you think 'bout det?

"Yes sah, I has knowed a whole lot of good white mene larse General Lratton,
Marse Ed Pe Mobley, Marse Will Durhem, dat owmed dis house us now settin' in, and

Dre Henry Gibsons Does I kmow eny good colored men? I sho' doesl Dere's Profes-
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sor Denjamin Russell at Dlackstocke You kmows hime Then dere was Ouillah

0,

farrison, dat owm a four-hoss team and & saddle hoss, in red shirt dayse Cne
time de brass band at Winnsboro, Se Ce wanted to go to Camden, “e Co to play

at Ge speakin' of Hampton. He took de whole band from iinnsboro +to Camden,

dat day, free of chargee Anb De way dat band did play all de way to Ridgevmy,
dovm 49 rqu to Longtown, cross de Camden rerry, and right into de towne Dere
Tas horns a blowin', drums a beatin', =and people a shoutin': 'Hurrah for Hamp-
tonl'!  Some was a singin': 'Hang Den Chamoerlein on a Sour Apple Tree's
vuillah come home and found his wife hed done had e boy baby e Wh;t you reckon?
lie neme dat boy baby, Waede Hemptone ihen he come home to die, he lay his hand

on dat boy's head and say: !'Wade, 'member who you name for and wlways vote a

straight out democrat ticket's WVhich dat boy didi"
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MILLIB BARBER
EX-SLAVE 82 YEARS OLD.

"Hope you Rind yourself well dis mornin', white folkse I's
just common; 'spect I eats too much yesterday. You know us celebrated
yesterday, 'cause it was de Fourth of Julye. Us had a good dinner on
dis-z,OOO acre farm of Mre Owense. God bless det white boss man} What
would us old no 'count niggers do widout him? Dere's six or seven,
maybe eight of us out here over eighty years olde. 'lMost of them is like
me, not able to hit a lick of work, yet he teke care of us; he sho' doese.

"Mro Owens not a member of de church ﬁut he allowed dat he done
found out dat it more blessed to give than to receive, in case like use.

"You wants to know all 'tout de slavery time, de war, de— Ku Kluxes
and everything? My tongue too short to tell you alﬁl'da.t I knows. However,
if it was as long as my stockin's, I could tell you a trunk full of good
end easy, bad and hard, dat dis old life-stream have run over in eighty-
two years. I's hoping to reach at last them green fields of Eden of de
Promise Land. !Scuse me ramblin' #round, now just ask me questions; I
bet I can amswer all you aske

"My pe name, Tom McCullough; him was a slave of old Marster John
McCullough, whose b.ig two=story house is de oldest in Fairfield County.
It stands today on a high hill, just above de banks of Dutchman Creeke
Big road run right by dat housees My mammy name, Niciee Her b'long to
de Weir family; de head of de family die durin' de war of freedome I's
not supposed to know all he done, so I'll pass over date My mistress

neme, Eliza; good mistress. Have you got down dere dat old marster just
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took sick and die, 'cause he wasn't touched wid a bullet nor de life
slashed out of him wid a sword?

"Well, my pa b'longin' to one men and my memmy b'longin' to
another, four or five miles apart, caused some confusion, mix-up, and
heartachess Iy pa have to git a pass to come to see my mammy. 'He come
sometimes widout de passe Patrollers catch him way up de chimney hidin'
one night; they stripped him right befo! mémw and give him thirty-nine
lashes, wid her cryin' and a hollerin' louder than he did.

"Us lived in a log house; handmade bedstead, wheat ‘strew mattress s
cotton pillows, plenty coverin' and plenty to eat,sich as it was. Us never
git butter or sweet milk or coffee. Dat was for de white folks but in de’
sumer time, I minds de flies off de table wid the peafowl feather brush
and eat in de kitchen just what de white folks eat; them was very good
eatin's I's here for to tell you. All de old slaves and fhem dat worked
in de fiela,go‘c raticas and de chillun were fed at de kitchen out-house.
What did they git? I 'members they got peas, hog meat, corn bread, 'lasses,
and buttermilk on Sunday, then they got greens, turnips, teters, shallots,
collards, é.nd beans through de week. They were kept fat on them kind of
rationse

"De fact is I can't 'member us ever had a doctor on de place;
Just a granny'was enough &t child birth. tlave women have a baby 6ne day,
up end gwine 'round de next day, singin' et her work lak nothin' unusual

had heppened.

"Did I ever git a whippin'? Dat I did. How many times? Iore

on
than I can count,},fingers and toes. What I git a whippin' for? Oh, just

one thing, then anotheres One %time I bresk e plate while washin' dishes
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and another time I spilt de milk on de dinin' room floor. It was always
for somethin', sire I needed de whippin'.

"Yes sir,'I had two brothers older than me; one sister older
than me and one brother younger than me.

"My young marster was killed in de ware Their nemes was Robert,
Smith, and Jimmies liy young mistress, Sarah, married a Sutton and moved
to Texass Nancy marry Mr. vade Rawls. Miss Janie marry Mr. Hugh Melving.
At this marriage my mammyAwas give to ifiss Janie and she was took to Texas
wid her youhg baby, Isaiah, in her armse. I have never seen ;r_heard tell
of them from dat day to dise

"De Yenkees come and burn de gin~house and bernse Upen de smoke=
house, take de meat, give de slaves some, shoot de chickens, and as de
mistress and girls beg so hard, they left widout burnin' de dwellin' house.

"My oldest child, Alice, is livin' and is fifty=-one years old de
10th of dis last May gones My first husband was Levi Young; us lived wid
Mr. Knox Picket some years after freedome We moved to lMre Rubin Lumpkin's
plantation, then to George Boulwares. 1ell, my husband die end I took a
foadl notion, lak most widows, and got into slavery againe I marry Prince
Barber; Mr., John Hollis, Trial Justice, tied de knote I loved dat young
nigger more than you can put down dere on paper, I did. He was black and
shiny as a crow's winge. Him was white as snow to dese old eyes. Ah, the
joy, de fusses, de ructions, de beatin's, and de makin'ups us had on de
Ed Shannon place where us livede. Us stay dere seven long yearse

“Then de Klu Kluxes comed and lek to scared de life out of mes
They ask where Prince was,; searched de house and go ewayes Prince come

home 'bout daylight. Us took fright, went to Marster Will Durham's and



asked for advice and protection. Marster Will Durhem fixed it upe Next
year us moved to dis place, he own it then but liarster Arthur Owens owus
it nows Dere is 2,0QO aecres in dis place and enother 1,000 acres in de

Rubin Lumpkin place 'joinin' it.

"Prince die on dis place and I is left on de mercy of larster
Arthurg livin' in a house wid two grandchillun, James twelve years, and
John Roosevelt Barber, eight years old. Dese boys cen work a little.

They can pick cotton and tote water in de field for de hands amd marster
says 'Every little help'.

"My livin' chillun ain't no help td‘me. Dere's Willie, I don't
lmow where he is. Prince is wid Mr. Freeman on de river. DMaggie is here
on de place but she no good to me.

"I tspect when I gits to drawin' down dat pension de white folks
say is comin', then dere will be more folks playin' in my backyérd then dere

is today."

a1
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ANDERSON BATES
EX-SLAVE 87 YEARS CLD.

¥

Anderson Bates lives with his son-in-lew and daughter, Ed and Dora

Owens, in a three-room frame house, on lands of Mr. Den Heyward, neer the

TWinnsboro Granite Company, Winﬁsboro s Se Te Anderson and his wife occupy
one of the rooms and his rent is freee His son-in-law has regp.la.f employment
at the Winnsboro Cotton Mills. IHis wife, Carrie, looks after the house. And-
erson and his daughter, Dora, are day labprers on the neightborkood farms, but
he is able to do very lit’cl'e worke
"I was born on de old Dre. Furman pléce, near Jenkinsville, S. Ce,
in de year, 1850. ‘\’xy pappy was name Nat and mammy neme Winniee. Théy was slaves
of 0ld Dr. Furmen, dat have a big plantation, one hundred sla.\.res » and a whole
lot of little slave chillun, dat him wouldn't let worke They run 'round in de
plum thickets, blackberry bushes, hunt wild strawberries, blow cane whistles,
and have a good time. .
“"De old Dre Furmen house is ramshackle but it is still standin' out

dere and is used as a shelter for sawmill hands det is cuttin'® down de big pines
and sawin'! them on de place. |

v Mhere did: my peppy and mammy come froiﬁ? Mammy ﬁas born a slave in
de Furman fa.mily in Charleston, but peppy was bought out of e. drove dat a Bal’ci-
more”rsp.eculator fetch ffcm Maryland long befo' de ware Doctor practice all |
fround and '5out Monticello, happen 'long one day, see my pappy end give a thou-
sand dollars for him, to dat speculators I thank God for dabl '

,“’Drb‘._Fﬁ:man,‘_ my ﬂd\mgrster,.hajra ‘e.‘}bruddex;‘ called Jim, dat run de

pRan School, fust Hheai}"‘fﬂinnsboro, ‘then it move to Greenville, S. Ce
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"If; mistress neme Nancy. iHer was of de quality. Her voice was
soft end quiet to de slaves. IHer teach us to sing: |
. ¥Dere is a happy lend, for, far 'way,
Where bright angels stand, far, far 'way,
Ohl How them angels singl
Chi IHow them bells ringl
In dat happy lend, far, far 'wayl!'
"Dere was over a thousand ecres, maybe two thousand in dat old Fur-
mzn places Them sawmill folks give 30,000,00 for it, last year:
"Iy pappy end mamny was field handse. Ify brudders and sisters was:
Liddie, Killie, Hia, &1las, Harriet, Thomss, Smith, and larshell. £11 dead but °
me end lershall.,
"I was fifteen when de Yankees come thrue <They took off everything,
hogges, mules, cows, sheep, goats, turkeys, geese, and chickense. IHogs? TYes
sah, they kill hogs and take of{’ what parts they want and leave other parts

bleedin' on de yarde Vhen they left, old marster have to go up into Union

County for retionse

L

N
;
~

aéL funny, you wants to set dowm dere 'bout my courtship end weddin'? s
ﬁell, sir, I stey on de old plantation, work for my oldlmarster, de doctor, and

fell heed over heels in love wid Carries Dere was seven more niégers a flyin'

‘féund det suger lump of a gel in de night time when I breezes in and takes charge

of de fireside gheer. I Xnocks one down one night, kick another out de nex' night, -
end choke de stuffin' out of one de nex' night. I landed de threc-leg stool on

de head of de fourth one, de last time. Then de others carry deir 'fections to

some other place than Carrie's house. Us have some hard words ‘bout my bad

menners, but I told her det I couldn't 'trol my feelin's wid them fools & settin'



'round dere gigglin' wid here I go clean crazyl

"Then us git married and go‘ to de ten-acre quarry wid Mre Andersoﬁ.
Iwork dere a while and then go to Captain Macfie, then to his son, Wade, and
then to lMarse Rice Macfie. Then I go back to de querry, drill and git out

stonee They pay me $3.50 a day 'til de Parr Shoals Power come in wid ‘*lectric

power drills and I was cut down to eighty cents a day. Then I say: '01d grey

hoss! Damn 'lectric toolin', I's gwine to leave.! I went to Hopewell, Virginia,
end work wid de DuPonts for five years. War come on and they ask me to work on
de acid areae De a‘bmospheré dere tear all de skin off my face an.d arms, but I

stuck it out to de end of de big war, for $7.20 = daye I drunk a good deal of

liquor then, ut I sent money to Carrie all de time and fetch her a roll every
fourth of July end on Christmase After de war they dismentle de plant and I

come back to work for lMr. Eleazer, on de Salude River for $2.00 a day, for five

yearse

"Carrie have chillun by mee Dere was Anderson, my son, ain't see him

in forty years. Essie, my deughter, marry Herbert Perrin. Dora, ‘enother daughter,

marry Ed Owense Ed makes good money workin' at de factery in Winnsboroe  They _ f‘\;

have seven chillun. Us tries to keep them chillun in school but they don't have

de goéd 'Eimes I haci when 2 c‘hilé., 8 eatin' craéklin' bread and buttermilk, liver,
pxg-'balls s nOg-ears a.nd turnip greenss

“Dces I 'member a.nythmg Tbout de Klu Kluxes? Jesus ’ yesl My old
merster, de doetor, in gom‘ 'round, say out loud to pe0ple det Klu Kluxes was

do:‘x.in"_ some ’chings they ought not to do, by 'stortin' money out of niggers jusi:

E cause they could.

“When he_,wa,s gono to Umon one day, a low-down W of white men come, .

j'wié falsa ,’ . o8, 0. de house and ask Where Bmk Ball was. Ez.ss Hancy say her
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don't kmow. They go hunt for hime Dick made a bee-line fér de housee They
rull out hoss pistols, fust time, '‘pow's Dick run on, secon' time, 'pow'. |
Dick run on, third time, 'pow' and as Dick reach de front yard de ball from
de third shot keel him over lak a hit rabLite Old miss run out but they git
hime Her say: 'I give you five dollars to let him 'lone.' They say: ‘Not
'noughe' Her sey: 'I give you ten dollars.' They say: 'Hot 'nough.' Her
say: 'I give you fifteen dollars.' They say: ‘'Not 'moughe' Her say: ‘I
give you twenty-five dollars.' They take de money and say: 'Us'll be back
tomorrow for de other Dicke.' They mean Dick Jamess

"Wex! day, us see them a comin' again. Dick James done load up de
shotgw - wid buckshots When they was comin' up de front steps, Uncle Dick
say to us all in de big house: *Cit out de wayl' De names of de men us
find out afterwerds was Dishop and Fitzzeralde. They come up de steps, wid
Bishop in de fronte Uncle Dick open de door, slep dat gun to his shoulder,
and pull de trigger. Dat men Bishop hollers: 'Ch Lordy.' He drop dead and
ley dere 'til de coroner come. [itzgerald leap 'waye They bring Jick to
jail, try him right in dat court house over yonder. %hat did they dov#id him?
Viell, when lMarse oSill Stenton, llarse blisha Ragsdale and Iliss Nancy tell 'bout
it all from de beginnin' to de end, de judge tell de jury men dat Dick had a

right to protectlhis home, and hisself, and to kill dat white man and to turn

him looses Dat was de end of de Klu Kluzes in Fairfielde"
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Spartanburg, Dist.§ Elmer Turnage
April 28. 1937
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FOLK LORE: FOLK TALES (negro) et

"I sho members when de soldiers come home from de war.
All de women foiks, both black as well as shite wuz so glad to see
'em back dat we jus Jjumpec up and hollered '0h, Lawdy, God bless
you.' When you would look arocund a little, you would see some wid
out an arm or maybe dey would be & walkin' wid a cruch or a stick.
Den you would cry some wiﬁﬁsut lettin your white EgI;;m;ee you, But
Jane,de worsest time of aii fer us darkies wuz when de Ku Klux
killed Dan Black. We wuz 3ittle chilluns a playin' in Dans house.
We didn't know he had done nothin' ginst de white folks. Us wuz a
playin by de fire jus as nice when something hit on de wall, Dén,
he jump up and try to git outten de winder. A white spooky thing
had done eome in de doo! right by me. I was so scairt dat I could
not git up. I had done fell straight out on de fio'. When Dan stick
his head nutten dat winder something say bang and he fell right down
in de flo'. I crawles under de bed. When I got dar, all de other
chilluns wuz dar to,lookin' as white as ashed dough froR hickory
wood. Us peeped out and den us duck under de bed agin. Ain't no
bed ebber done as much good as dat one. Den a whole lot of dem
gome in de house., De wuz all white and scairy lookin'., It still
makes de shivvers run down my spine and here I is ole and you all
a'settin' around wid me and two mo' wars done gone since dat awful
time. Dan Black, he wo'nt no mo' kaise de took dat nigger and

hung him to a simmon tree. Dey would not let his folks take him

down either. He Jus stayed dar till he fell to pieces.
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